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„ At last I've got it together - the first issue of a new ranting poetry 'zine, 
THANE THRASH, For those of you who are unaware of this glorious fact,THANE (pronounced, 
and indeed often spelt, TIRANA) is the capital of Albania,the most ideologically sound 
country in the world, universe,solar system (cont.Enver Hoxha’s collected works) The aim 
01 this ! zine,apart from being very silly on occasions and hopefully giving evervone who 
reads it a good laugh, is to showcase some of the new ranters/poets who have sent' material 
to me in response to the appeals on the back of my album,in various music papers and on 
radio. Here you'll find many 'different voices, some serious,some silly,but all inspired 
Cfie des i re to put their thoughts on paper and communicate with their fellow halibuts. 
It's been really encouraging to see how the rantmessage has been spreading over* 
the past year.All over the country, in places the complacently soft underbelly of the 
Poetry Establishment has never heard of,new voices are making themselves heard. Ranters 
are being written about in their local papers - and in the national press as well - and 
more and more solo l piss) artists are getting up on stage at punk and rock gigs.often 
upswagmg the bands who, in our stereotyped rock culture,are supposed to be the 'high spot' 
of tne evening.Well done to everyone who's taking the"movement forward;and courage'to 
those 01 you who've got the material but need twenty five pints of Tennents Super Lags- 
beiore you can pluck up the courage to get on stage (I used to have the same problem.’... 
now it s just eignt pints of Fosters.....)lf you write,go for all the gigs you can gets 
rock shoffs.ar.s centres, coHeges,your local youth club,your local public convenience ^but 
fnfJ r -° USn ab0Ut . the 100 Club i)l977 brought us the message that 'anyone can do if - 
is the ultimate punk consciousness because you don't need instruments, vans to 
car-:' 5-~PS in, roadies, big expensive P.A.systems, laser shows,tactical nuclear explosions 
on stage .JUST GET UP THERE AND DO IT! 

* * ( * * * * * 

Thanks to everyone who sent me their words: obviously I couldn't put everything 
m because otherwise this 'zine would be as thick as DAS KAPITAL. Hopefully there wilVbe 
future issues (in between gigs and journalistic escapades)and plenty of room for one and 
' * a11 contributions are welcome, so send them to the address below along with anv 

re arKS about the ’zine. If you need some contacts for gigs.etc.I’ll do my best at the same 
address. 


ATTILA THE STOCKBROKER 
161 SPENCERS CROFT 1 

HARLOW ESSEX CM18 6JR 


If you're a ranting poetry and/or a fanzine buff, check out the following 

publications. 

C 

COOL NOTES,30p + large SAE from Richard Edwards,Flat 5,166a Romford Road, 
nondon El 5 4LD.This is indisputably the best fanzine in the world and is Absolutely 
essential reading - check it out! 


ANOTHER DAY ANOTHER WORD,25p + 
Formby,Liverpool L37 2HH. 

MOLOTOV COMICS,40p + large SAE 
NEW YOUTH,30p + large SAE from 


large SAE from A 1 Turner,20 St Andrews Lane, 

from SWells, 2 Ash Mount,Bradford,West Yorks. 
Swilt Nick, 26 Ella St., Newland Avenue,Hull. 


And for an insight into the older BUT STILL NON ESTABLISHMENT poets (plus some 
younger ones as well)you could check out NEW DEPARTURES, very expensive but usually worth 
it at £1.50 inc p~p from Michael Horovitz, Piedmont,Bisley, Stroud,Gloucestershire. Horovitz 
has taken a lot cf stick from the Ranters - and it is true that many of his ideas about 
poetry differ considerably fro® our own - but he has worked very hard over the last 
twenty years to keep the written and spoken word alive and it's significant that the 
poetry establishment dislike him as much as (some) ranters do.Personally,I 'll give him mv 
support.. 


The cover of this 'zine was inspired and partly created by Ranting Richie, whose 
poem ’Observation In A City’ appears elsewhere.Richie is at present incarcerated in 
Northallerton YCC (Youth Custody Centre)and I'm sure he'd appreciate some communication 
from fellow ranters/music ians/music fans.Write to Richie (G92166 Richardson), H.M.Y C 

Centre,15a East Road, Northallerton DL 6 1 NW. 

And now,ranters,writers,readers,drinkers, thrashers and troubadours of England - 

it s kick over the statues and ON WITH THE SHOW! 

Attila ? November f 83 . 
















This poem sums up,in forty - odd lines,everything I feel is wrong with POETRY AS 
ART ......I dedicate it with no respect whatsoever to Mr.Craig Raine. cw 


POETRY IS DEAD 


This poem is acting..... 

It 1 s pretending it's important. 

It’s all swagger and bluff. 

This poem does not realise 

appearances are not enough - 

It's got to MEAN something 

whether it’s whispering or screaming! 

This poem does not have a heart 
just a minimal calculating brain 
getting away with masquerading tricks 
which it uses time and time again. 

Too many poems are murdered by posing pens 
which stab like knives - Penknives! 

That's a clever literary joke 

hiding the fact that this poem has no life! 

This poem could be screaming 

Bloody Blue Murder 

at all injustice and inequality 

but it gives out not a murmur........ 

This poem is devious; 

It's content to have no relevant content 
It's just sitting on the fence 
and if it did have a message 
it wouldn 't make any difference; 
who listens to poetry anyway? 

It's only preaching to the converted. 

Poetry won't change anything - 
those who do not choose 
to hear the whispers and screams 
can ignore the truth and rage 
by not even opening the book 
to see the seething page. 

SO THIS POEM DOESN'T EVEN TRY - 

and iS this poem was torn up,burnt,destroyed! 

It would be no real loss 

because this poem has given up - 

It just couldn't give a toss! 




PETER CAMPBELL. 
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FEMININE GENDER 


There’s a splash of little islands 
to the east of Argentina 
a left-over of Empire 
a warmed-up mutton stew 
of stirring battle slogans 
and headlines all true-blue 
for our pretty iron lady 
who counts death a heady brew 

"She’s the best man among themI” 
say the patriots in the pubs 
"She gave ’em hell,those Argies- 
she’ll give us killer subs 
she ‘11 give us nuclear warpcwer 
she’ll give us law and order 
she’ll give us guts-and garters 
on page three of the Sun" 

H^let’s hear it for our Maggie 
our pretty iron lady 
our true-blue,sod-you leader 
who counts death a heady brew 

She said she would unite us 

she said she soon would blight us 

if we slacked or blacked the product 

of her monetarist machine 

She said she would unite us 

and virtuously smite us 

if we rocked the new economy 

or spat on her bold dream 

And Maggie keeps her promises 
and Maggie will prevail 
for she’s made a generation 
obsolescent in her trail 

So let's hear it for the leader 
1 s tell her how we need her 
gritty iron lady 
who made Britain great again 

For Britain beat Old Boney 
and settled the baloney 
of frogs and wogs and savage dogs 
who wouldn’t bow the knee 
to the great god of Empire 
Great Britain’s sovereignty 

and a thin red line of British blooi 

did help to hold the flood 

when a human race was burning 

in the fat-producing factories 

of another mighty fuhrer 

who led a nation to the grave 


But in the aftermath of warfare 
a greater Britain rose 

when the people said on the bones of the dead 

"No morel No morel No morel 

You see this kid with a skid in his lid 

- a mongol down the drain 

You see this bloke with coke in his choke 

- a penny for his pain 

You see this school for fools to be ruled 

for the other bugger's gain 

Enough •' No more] We'll even the score 

and start all over again 

with a Welfare State on a cleaner slate 

We’ll lead another way" 

A cleaner slate? A Welfare State? 

Another way to go? 

Oh no. 

We’ve got a woman to lead us now 

a better man than most 

and every grave that a man has made 

she'll better - that’s the toast 

to our true-blue,sod-you leader 

our deadly iron lady 

who's proud of Britain now 


XCUARkE 
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* i * n consultant surgeon Richard Packard 
operated on the Prime 
Minister at the Prin¬ 
cess Christian Hospi¬ 
tal, Windsor. Berks, 
iaat month, he used 
vital' instruments 
obtained from the 
nearby NH 8 King 
Bdward VTPfcospital. 

The 


amaggagent was 
by Mis* Jane 

-tfMstatm&f at 

\ Edward* vn, who 


said: “It s quit* true.' 
JQt *Hudson said it had 

quickly" sfterKbttck^ 
i»d esamtaed the Prune 
l| 2 n 4 rt^ 4 a the saocnin* 
ifecliisetcted to operate the 

h trifrfer the instruxseeti 
Mr Packard.ipouk! 


Mrs Thatc her b ill way 

be "sent to the s 

Christian. . ® 1 - 

Miss Hudson said- "We 
-haire not sent it yet 
because it will he based on 
the ***** ol the fnstru- 
menta#* v V 

When told o$ the Sunday 
Mirror inquiries last night, 
a spokesman at the Prin- 
b«#a Christian hospital 
declared: “Do your dtauv 
degfcP tad put the tefe- 
phone down. 























TOMMY TOILET HUMOUR by Little Brother 


(The story of the greatest club comedian who ever lived; 

It happened in the pub-he was joking with the lads 
asking the seafood seller if he had crabs 
when this bloke who'd been watching him bought him a drink 
and said 'Before you glass me,this isn't what you think. 

I've listened to your jokes-every one of them was naff; 
but you mention bodily functions and you get a belly-laugh*.,. 
I'm a talent scout on the lookout,and I've got this great idea 
that could make you rich and famous by the end of the year* 

A comedian devoid of all intelligence and witf 

Who needs it-people piss themselves each time you r ntion shit I 

What's your real name-is it-oh,that'll have to be cnanged; 

You just worry about the jokessthe rest'll be arranged. 

Hold on a sec,I've got it-the perfect name to suit yer. 

As from., this moment you're called TOMMY TOILET HUMOUR.' 

Two months' preparation and he played his first big date: 

West Bowling Social Cycling Club, supporting Paper Lace. 

ft 

OK you bums,here he comes-let's have a toilet roll on the drums 
for TOMMY TOILET HUMOUR!" 

'Hello,ladies,gentlemen and facilities for 
I'm potty,me’clean round the U-bend. 

Why did the chicken cross the road? To get 
A funny"’ thing happened to me on the way to 
-do you get it? I bet you do. ! 

The crowd applauded every word- 
he went down like a metal turd! 
he got bigger gigs in better places 
within a month he was on New Faeces! 

Obviously one thing led to the next*; 
through a chain of events he was flushed with success 
He bowled them over and raked in the cash 
by wiping the bottom of the barrel of laughs....... 

He was booked for the Royal Variety Performance 
coming on after Adam and the Ants 
he'd always been a staunch Royalist 
and he saw it as a chance that was not to be missed. 

His nerves were so bad his system was upset; 

Tommy couldn't go to the tbilet.... 

For three weeks before he was unable to shit; 

All-Bran and cenopods had no effect on it. 

Nothing sould relieve his constipation- 
but being a trooper,the show must go on. 

Half way through his patter he was looking round the crowd 
when his eyes met the Queen's-she was laughing out loudl 
The effect was shattering;his pants were cacked 
but the audience thought it was part of the act I 
His bowels had been emptied onto the stage; 

the crowd stopped laughing and became outraged! 

They threw their glasses without finishing their drinks 
Shouting 'Bog off,Tommy-your act stinks i 

You've been talking out your bum-you've got verbal diorrhoea- 
Bog off f ToBmry-y©u're not wanted here! 

The crowd went apeshit;the stage was invaded 
and Tommy Toilet Humour was BODILY WASTED! 


the disabled.I'm Tommy Toilet Humour 
to the toilet! 

the.,*........toilet!! got cons 
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WORLDS APART FROM THE WORLD OF ART 
AND FAR, REMOVED FROM THE BRIT. Ur. BIT 
IS THE DEADLINE, HEADLINE, PltOTO-FlT 
• OF FACT, not TACT, FRO M A LOCAL HRCK: 
"WEST YORKS. NURSE IN SEX ATTACK.' 1 
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[A TO 2 we CAN SET MISLED 
iBE BITTEN BY THE WRITTEN WARD 
,BE BROKEN By THE SPOKEN. 

rTHERE ARE SENTENCES THAT ARE VETTER UNREAD. , 
iTHERE ARE CERTAIN WORDS THAT ARE BETTER UNSAW. 
,D0 YOU FOLLOW MY THREAD...? 

,' LET ME TAKE YOU BACK 

'TO THE CRACK-CRACK-CRACK OF ACK-ACK FLAK 
flN A FILM I SAW ABOUT THE SECOND IVOR.LD wf 
^ UNDISMAYED BY AN £N£MY RAID. 
kH0ME GUARDS PLAYED CARDS JN FACTORY YARDS 
r AND MADE OUT THEY WERE UNAFRAID - 

' jovial chaps with dobs to do 
r2Mj? BRITISH through a/vd through. 

{STIPE UPPER UP and KEEP a GRIP. 

'fpNftu V uc.r^ EN °UGH OF ALL THAT STUFF 

■. j F u A S u V bT’J./°u r eyes, you realise 

•"«Tyf,TV M °“ 

YOU GETaVeART TO 5T/,C ^ Tw£r TACK 

iS7® fS ™ CK 

’ THEN TACK TAKES QUEEN IN AN OBSCENE srEV- 
W'WHST YORKS. NURSE IN SEX ATTACK* * 

I I HAD A DRINK ANV A SMoKE WITH AN AVER A %F P a.c 
WHOSE SENSE OF PLACE WAS A PAIN /.V THE HEA* 

■ He frOT His DINNER on THE TABLE, SEX HV Sc* 

1 JT HAD BEEN like THAT SINCE THE DAy 

■ 5a,d: « what you really ought to% J 
^is sex on the tablej dinner in bed. 

' ^r,hi%LiZoT 

?w?ssw» wk *• 

, LEAKE'.YOU^BACK-To-Back UfM Sgd--s- - ’ CK> 

, With YOUR brain like a Tra/n D,V fTs f -~ c T - 
. TILL WHAT IT CRAVES DEPRAVER » ^ TRf!CK 

THEN THE LANDLORD SHOUTED ^T, ME; ' 

AVd So, AS we got up to go, he c Bln . ... 

1 ? U /aiTW' a>£: ^ 1 ' 5 LCUSy HAND op CAROS ■ 

1 'D BEST « „ c y fc R ^ ;f£ w KIND retards. 

^ J ^ Off. sbe you SOOA/ " 

'ffiE l «Sfl Z w ,“ R l < :, , 5 «i!'? f R ^P £, ' r R0 “'' p ••' 

rwfsr YORKS. NURSE IN SEX ATTACK" 

Twisted pleasures and drastic meas • 

.''WEST YORKS. NURSE //V SEX ATTACK ~ 

«"w£st Yorks, nurse ;/v sex attack 
."WEST XORKS. NURSE /W SEX ATTACK" 

■ KILL the verse. 

WEST YORKS. NURSE. 
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none SO BLIND 


» 


It was summer,I was seventeen and life was sweet.I was cruising around the 
country roads of North East Scotland,having driving lessons from my father - a 

General Practitioner in a* rural practice.We had many long,interesting discussions 

on diverse subjects during that July;I was curious enough to be an attentive 
listener.How we came to be talking,one day,of weapons and the Great War,I cannot 
recall. 

At the outbreak of the 1 91 4 - 1918 war father had already started his 
medical studies at Aberdeen University when he found himself in an Army Medical 
Corps.His memories ranged from wet,rat - infested trenches to tales of rescuing 
the injured from behind enemy lines in planes held together by what sounded like 
matchwood,string and prayers.Each day,whole Highland Regiments were wiped out. 
low could I ever understand why this gentle,loving doctor,my father,had to take 
the life of another? 

He was alone!0n reaching the top of a steep incline,he met the eyes of a 
young German soldier.Following a few seconds of shocked surprise from both,the 
deed was quickly done;each reached instinctively for his weapon,but father's 
reflexes were faster.His bayonet did a fast,clean,quiet job.On the way back to 
join his unit,he thought of the Hippocratic oath;he could still see the fear and 
bewilderment in those blue Teutonic eyes.He vomited.Even after many years,father's 
voice grew hoarse as he spoke of the bile in his mouth while washing the blood from 
his bayonet-of the hideous,unciean feeling of having taken a life,albeit in self - 
defence.He wondered what would happen in a future when man had no personal contact 
with that which he sought to destroy.As we talked,that time was already with us. 

From another continent men can nowadays unleash weapons of destruction 
beyond our ken,devastating humanity;the ensuing desolation is not witnessed with 
the naked eye of inventor or instigator.This is called progress! 

Civilisation has surely moved backwards since David raised his sling against 
Goliath.The short sharp delivery of arrow from bow was seen to kill cleanly;after 
the Great War,men came home limbless.Street corners were populated with men on 
crutches,making music,while blind ex-servicemen sold matches or bootlaces.From the 
Second World War there returned t© us men with nerves shattered by shell-shock 
from contact with bigger and better bombs,proving the need for psychiatric as well 
as physical treatment.Korea and Vietnam threw back men broken in body and spirit, 
seeking escape from the futility of war in drug addiction. 

In the past,formulae for everlasting materials have been destroyed;light 
bulbs and tyres which could last forever have been sacrificed in the name of 
economic stability.For whom?Into our lives has leapt a monster unleashed by the 
progress of civilisation,The manufacture of armaments is *good for the economy' - 
but who gains? 

Would it make any difference to human action if the results of germ 
warfare and each new megadeath weapon brought inventor and victim face to face? 
Looking into the eyes of your victim,knowing that only one of you can survive, 
makes the killing understandable if still inexcusable.Gone is the time when men 
came home from war broken but proudly believing in a just cause,hearing talk of 
’peace in our time'.Those men schemed and hoped,built and planned for the next 
generation. 

No more!Hiroshima changed all that!Before modern technology brought us 
nuclear warfare,men came home eager to proereate-to plant the seed of future hope 
in healthy wombs unaffected by radioactive fallout.Offspring expected to grow 
strong,breathing clean air,drinking pure water and digesting uncontaminated food. 
Young men who fought in the thirty-nine to forty-five war are now grandfathers, 
finding it hard to rationalise the heroic actions of a past which has brought us 
to this here and now.On one side of the world a man can push a button annihilating 
his brother without feeling the weight of responsibility for what he has d©ne. 

At the time of my father’s death computer science was in its infancy but 
like so many others he could see what was coming as he talked to me of war by 
remote control.Lists of fatalities flashing forth on a computer screen keep a 
conscience more docile than having : ~ witness bloody battie.My father said:'The 
sight of a corpse,slain by your own hand,io ^ith you always.* 

Wars over territory!Wars over race or religion!Tolstoy said:’There are 
many faiths,but the spirit is one,in me,in you and in every man.* 

Into tUe Valle y o f QgatK code ti*€ St a Hundred Whe^ will we ever team? 

PATRICK MACRAE- 
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Still Life 

this poet is serious,his verbs are 
metaphors,his adjectives precise 
& unnecessary;he writes in perfect 

three line stanzas like this,he 
teaches creative writing,there is 
a right way & a wrong way,he teaches 

the right way; he brings up a collection 
every few years before arriving at 
middle-age where he has always belonged 

poetry should not be trivialised 
being his reason for breathing,no 
never trivialised,it has a noble heart 

& function; he has never heard of Bob 
Marley; he likes the occasional archaic 
turn of phrase, calls it his poetic 

licence (you buy it at the post 
office Sc wear it around your neck 
in case anyone finds you wandering 

in reality); the torn bough,the black 
wing - his images are delicate,precise; 
when you see him he’ll be crouching 

at a door marked posterity hoping 
someone comes to let him in before 
the pubs close & the skinheads arrive 



PAT CONDELL 


* * * * ** 
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Skanderbeg Square, Tirana, at night 
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Ever done a Halley's comet? Ever talked to God down the big white * phone? Ever parked 
a custard? Ever said hello to Hugh,done a ttchnicolour yawn, liquid laugh,street pizza, 
ever yodelled into the porcelain canyon?Thrown up,chundered,said a retrospective hello 
to dinner, had a lumpy con ver sat ion, a seventy six year itch (subtle, that one - Halley's 

- six years,you see)Ever passed any 
diced comments,carroty couplets,ever REGURGITATED? BEEN SICK? 

Cos if you have,then this little masterpiece is dedicated to you.. . 
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THE GREAT ROCK 'N' ROLL SWINDLER 

(to Malcolm Mclaren the undertaker of punkj 

The D.J.plays Malcolm's top twenty single, 
but no - one hears the v tribes shout SWINDLE! 
as the records on the turntables turn * 

Soweto starves,while.Malcolm earns. 

You plundered and raped their culture, 
feeding off them like a hungry vulture 
then you committed the greatest insult - 
made it fashionable,a teenage cult. 

Buffalo Boys go round the outdide - 

can't you see you've destroyed their pride 1 ? 

Their heritage was original and unique: 
you stole it,tried to make it chic. 

Since you hit the headlines your aim's been wealth - 
bollocks to the others,just think of yourself. 

In all your dealings you're inspired by greed, 
degrading,commercialising these noble breeds. 

And since your business is lining your pocket 
the Burundi beat'll have *to suck it 

Cos you'll look for a new fashion when this one dwindles - 
Malcolm McLaren,the rock 'n' roll swindler! 

PASSA FIST. 

* ***** 


MUMMY,MUMMY? 


Mummy,mummy,why' s he got knee length hair vaselined up? 

Because he's a hippy dear. 

Mummy,mummy,why does he wear a 'Crass' badge? 

I've already answered that dear. 

Mummy,mummy,why does that boy with the bald head blow into that basr? 
Because he's a glued - up stereotype dear. 

Mummy,mummy, that boy's not got a bald head and he doesn't blow into a bag. 

-o Why? 

Because he's a real skinhead dear. 

Mummy, mummy ,why did he walk out in disgust? 

Because he's not a nazi dear. 

Mummy,mummy,why are those men over there giving that funny salute? 

Because they're not sussed dear. 

Mummy,mummy,why does that man on stage enjoy it? 

Because he s Ian Stuart and he's not sussed either, dear. 

Mummy? 

Yes dear. 

Are we sussed? 

Of course dear. 

Then what the hell are we doing at the 100 Club watching SKREWDRIVER?????^'? 

McGINN '83. 


h SH ^Ly 4* noE ^ TrtE AlSAMJAkJ fboTBALL LSfiC^Z 

6Y TU£ PA#Tl2A+ll go'#, OTH^ys. THA1HS Ir)Cuwd€ TftAfcxoftl 

DINAMO OMBRES (eugrJ WofSSe) STAOWOVET MeMoeRlfp^T^eC ,,i T J- 

°™ERS aren't emem TALK , wCl AfioVT. URTHSTIC.) THE 








1 W€ pAST fdoo Pa^C. 
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W/MJCiMC, &>W4t> Ttt£SJtetV££ 

PAClce© WITH COHHOPiri CfOoOS 
Buy I'l&'J, iMffioV^b SoAfY SUOS 
CuRtig© scans tins of chicken 
PtAi'tic fACjS WITH PlAST* HAH iN 
f'RASB ToOAY PRfc>M A PROCESS!^ PlANT 
FUIXOP Cf+^HiCH^ U>W oiO CALoRlE-S 

Packed By Robots with no Nasty habits 
AmD WtftSKfO To Yoo IN FREEZER CoMTAlAfe^ 

PftESM AMD iHP&oOEO POLL OF CoONtAY qooOri&i 

Thanks to the chemicals 

PROM TR£ i-C-4- COH PAMIRS 

You'U. Au BECOME YiCTfYS (JTTHT teSCC CHAiNSToRE MASSACRE-... 
ANO IT'S qET (fsi THERE WiTH YOOR MCtAL TROLLEYS 
80 YiM(^ FOODS ,You k ^ J^AiKOU)(M(^ potscNS — 

CHENicHiXY 8ASED PoiSoNEo WASTE .. 

C. HA instoRE Foods enter A new a^F 

With New improved pRoTErw-PowERgo chemical coasts 

Cos INSTEAD ©f- Dv'MPlMC, it IN Tt+E sEm 

THEVYE Ml*EO IT WITH Ci GAVi 
And P«t iT 4M Tins 
And Stu.IT IN tfscos 
AS CoMPtElE MEALS 

cos it's‘‘kcep it cheap So they 1 lc guy it ’ 

PotSoNiNC, THE MASSES 
WHlLfe- SHtSWINC, A PROFIT 
Amo io*j‘a neoer escape 

You won't CjfT AwAY 

from ike tf sc© chainstcre 
HASSACRE... __, , 
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f° N *Cp LAOC<HS AS MILLIONS STARVE 
Amo Profits forever increase 
Your stench ikr, farts as they smile- 
Tlrew SAM TU€Y Try To PLEASE 
PLASTIC CHAIRS A-Nd FF\kE SHAKES 
To I 4&vf IT All CyO DO COM 

c Hi LORfN WITH THEiR UES 
and TRYtN^ -To DEStRoY YoWg HWD 

Corporate death&«£«,«» RowA-ld KcDomAld*. 

CtyANGE FRoh YoyR Piv£ 

ANkL&s PFff ski ficooo 
HAKE IT YouR CAREER. 

5^-l Stu-IOMS EoERY HFAtR - 

qoLoew Arches Amo Ronac~o smu-CS 


Ronald lAu^hs as rtuuiens St4a»£ 
an© profits FoeeueR iNuieAse 

F&eoi NC, A U. Y00R c;RA(N To G:WS - 
D &H> CHILOftgfsi RESTINpgAoe 

Twe stench of h-umans Rottihc, 

WHELKS ^TuS-t Lite FtSH F|L^-r 
YouR SU,N N^LFCTS ToHENW 
FiFTY Thousand StaRv^o ToDAY 

CoRfbRATF OFATttgy/aejftR, 

AoMalo McDonald* 

You say Ybv’R^ Christians bct 
Yov l Re a fAkE 

Hulti nationals on th€ tak£ 

STARYifsiC, CHlLDReW DtSCAoE 

A fiRFAk TODAY 
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WALLY DISCO KID (y'gotta get on down; 

I'm a wally disco kid 
with the wally disco sickness 
I've got wally disco shoes 
y * know the ones that look like slippers 
I've got a wally disco girlfriend 
and wally disco hair 
I have a job so I can buy 
the wally disco clothes I wear 
I'm a wally disco kid 
I go to wally disco places 
to dance to wally disco records 
with the other wally disco cases 
I've a wally disco attitude 
my wally disco way 
I listen to wally disco Peter Pow 


Tom oft A*j»y 0j 4t?344A , on wally disco Monday 

-- - ^ I'M A WALLY DISCO HARD KID 

WITH THE WALLY DISCO LADS 


mindlessly I follow 

all the wally disco fads 

I go for wally disco holidays 

in wally disco Teneriffe 

with a wally disco ring of confidence 

round my wally disco teeth 

wally disco aftershave 

with a wally disco scent 

I voted Tory for a 

wally disco government... 


DINO 
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MAiOCtfgit** 0Niat«Sl*T'( 

SWTJjWMP’lbtf just floating like a log; 

VWW'JTA'f 4B4f<0U l&OLft no creature comforts cover me — 

Moath itAffs PolS r 

BAt44#A WNloe-fcSrry 
KftOf yrtiv/tASlTS 
RPlifOL v^iiOP<SlTV 
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LONELY 

Here's an untold story - 
in fact one you've never heard 
.L-ike the last man left on earth 
I am a lonely turd..... 
i'll sit here in the toilet, 
my days they never end; 

I m the sanest poo there ever w^s 

my friends are round the bend. 

I'm stuck inside this china bowl 


m stranded in the bog. 

The water wouldn't flush me 
it left me high and dry; 

I wonder if I'll ever find 
that shithouse in the sky. 

I know I'm not good - looking; 
just imagine if you can 
a baby snake with sunburn 
or a sausage with a tan.... 

So that's my untold story; 

.it's true,please take my word 
It's worse than being a YOP - 
IT'S A BUM JOB BEING A TUiD! 


gAm*s*A Atfa imwt 

N>£.lO*46o»0 PftL^ 
PbUcestOKjfc C&f(t4 
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Russians in Macdonalds 


ETC NEWS is published fortnightly by Employee Publica¬ 
tions Section, Central Personnel Department at STC 
I House (Temple Bar 8055) and all communications should be 

t addressed to that office 

i 

EDITOR CHAS. R. SAUL 



Russians at Harlow . . . 



» recent tour of the British electronics industry members of a 
let .scientific delegation visited the Quartz Crystal Division 
Ha/low— the largest factory of its kind in Europe. They saw 
> 5 K*;iy ‘grown’ quartz that is used for frequency control units in 
jHMdcasi transmitters, telephone and telegraph networks, air- 
W'- communications and Ration equipment. Here Manu- 
w hu' Manager George Eastc-a shows a piece of quartz 
# ,'vH to mjht) K. I. Mil- a c. First Deputy Minister of the 
% , , ^ industry of U.r.S.P S. A. Peregonov, Senior 

of he Ministry c r ‘.:ic Electronics Industry, an inter- 
d Yu A. Buyanov Chief Export Minister of the Ministry 
of the E :ror cs Industry 


iNTEftEiTlKC, FACTS AEoUf AUANlAN 
FooTEALL (\) 


Startled shoppers stand and stare 

in the burger joint in Leicester Square 

a cold Siberian close encounter 

Muscovites behind the counter 

and Georgian ladies with massive hips 

serve Breshnevburger and double chips 

This is the Kremlin's latest ploy - 

a difference at Macdonalds you 1 11 REALLY enjoy! 

The hammer and sickle above the door 

says Yanks not welcome any more 

no more piped musak oh so dire 

now t.-.ey 1 ve a full Red Army choir 

the KGB are eating in 

they’re kicking up a fearful din 

the door guard bellows ’SHUT THAT NOISE!’ 

the commissar says ’purge him f boys...! ’ 

The stars and stripes hang upside down 
the Queen is green and wears a frown 
but Lenin hangs there high and proud 
staring at the burger crowd,... 

The American Secretary of Defence 
(a man who causes great offence) 
is minced and served with garlic cheese 
’cos Casper Weinburgers really please! 

The Pentagon’s in disarray 
the news has filtered through today 
and Alex Haig looks really vexed - 
•The Reds'll have the Wimpys next!' 

And here’s more news that’s really hot; 

J.R.Ewing is a Trot: 

Neil Diamond’s playing Angola 
and Marx invented Coca - Cola! 

Western values fade and die 

as Red successes multiply 

Arthur Miller isn't dead 

he's writing radio plays instead 

and as the bastions crash and fall 

here comes the latest blow of all; 

it took a long time to deduce 

but Reagan's really..Lenny Bruce! 

ATT/LA THE STOCKBROKER 


IN IW, NENToftl TIRANA (PARTISAN! TSANA'S 4*6*T RIUAL&,&ATHEA UKE 

eue*Totf/Livteftf>ooi in Albanian tc*ms) o *awn against unfisld the host 

tOA?c* 1 ^ LKT IN TWg eVAoPgAM cup. THEW WONOkJ AwAV 

!iL S?* 40 N 0«AWN A^AiwST DINAH D fOEV (uSSfc) 40D 

StPATtHeA F*oN THE CoHPETionI CATH^e Thao PtAN TH€ RUSS1AMS . Co^FvseoT so Art I t 





















SUBURBAN DREAMER 


You were a dreamer then, and you're a dreamer still 
You f re a waste of a skin with time to kill 

The world is full of wasted lives and just as many nagging wives 


When you were at school you wanted to rule the British Ekpire 
but fsuli ng that you f d wear a brass hat and sing in the army choir 

with your dreams of being a big film star 
and your hundred foot long american car 
But back to earth with a bang — 
you ended up as a little tax - man 

and now your dreams are few and far between and you can’t understand what your wife must 

mean 

by calling you her dozy - dick and insulting you and your little limp prick 
But you say 'Darling when we win the football pools 

we*11 go to champagne parties and be high society fools 
we‘11 wear the latest snobs' false noses 
have our pictures taken in kinky poses 
and then to satisfy my fantasies we'll tie up and molest your little sis 9 

Materialism is your curse * and with your dreams you're getting worse; 

you dream the world is yours to use 

a seething cess - pit of debauchery and sexual abuse 

you dream you own the eiffel - tower and notre dame's bells 

and Diana Dors* tits being sucked by Seething Wells 

fifteen footballers fro® Dinamo Tirana 

and the whole population of fuckin' China 

A pot of embrocation to make your cock get harder 

and a spider with no legs called Douglas.Douglas Spider. 

You've always maintained what y’ou would do 
if the proletariat voted for you 

you could wear your patent leather jackboots and click your heels together 

make lampshades from Communists and control the fuckin' weather 

You're a waste of the air you bother to breathe 

just like the gutter - press Sun you always believe 

you're content to stay in your little rut 

and stuff 'bootiful* turkey rolls in your overgrown gat 

sit back and watch your telly in your carpet slippers 

Christmas gift from Auntie Nellie f and six small smelly nippers. 

Materialism is your curse,and with your dreams you're getting worse 

You were a dreamer then,and you're a dreamer still 
You're a waste of a skin with time to kill 
the world is full of nagging wives 

for every one of those useless lives....•••••••*•»» 


SWIPT NICK 

«NEN FLAMUJT E REVOLUCIONIT E TE FI- 
TOREVE TE POPULLIT TE UDHEHEQUR NGA 
PARTIA JANE MISHERUAR NE RADHE TE PA¬ 
RE GJAKU DHE VEPRA E DESHMOREVE TANE» 

j 

ENVER MINA 
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01 LOVE.! 
U/AHT Some 
CHlPSlAl 


THEY’RE OU)ER UW*N/' 
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I 5IT ftNJt) WATCH 

-rnEfi cfWf^ in 
MUlEb FACiNJ/VTiOM 


(SKAPSMEWCK 
to HARSH 
REAUTY... , 


fqiVE THcri l-l* * 

THEY WE ME A 

HARD smile.. 


A WfeNPy 

* A 9HFIL 


NOW THEY VE THE. 
PRICE. OF ANOTHER 
TU8E. THE-V’RE. 

HAPPy' FQt^A WHILE 


omL hjOtrvL Ul 
time. /c-t tea^ 
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uttk Dave 


\ DOM'f MiMD £PIMC -SHORT ft£AU-W — 

SoHFTlMFS IT'S A g\T OF A PAlK 

HauiK^to sooim through A puooce 
Oft CA^CFVUW Av/DlOiN^ A OftAtM 
(N Ti+6 pus 'Vou cuKg om soneofoe's shoo uoeft 
BACMAIO SANS ‘oomF 8ACk u)l+PM yoa'FF DLOeft' 

CRteS FROM tAF STftgftT - *f+FT, S|+cftTN‘ ’ 

Oft ‘LOOK, A DVOAftP WITH £PiKW HAlftT 

Vsjeuu, i qer k^lf pricf Bus, matf - 
Amo i'm mot A ou>AftF v so TF€ft£^ 

00 l+o U)Aa)TS To ££ TA L^AMWuMN'? 

HAViaJC To 8Sioo vohcK Yoo voAuk Th-Rooch A Dooft - 
1 1£> ftATFRft STAN S(+OftT A-ND C\0 UMDFft TH£TH(N£* 

Ai^d i'm always thf- first to piko coiks ok tff Fur-ft . 
VoU'ftF so TALL VoO KMOU) M£xT u}£ 6K v S LigATHR£> 

I SoPPoSF 7oO THIKK NoO'ftF Cl£u£*- 
I'M KOT QOIMTo CoH PLAImJ- 

Voo'PF TH£ ftftST To (*£T w£T Wt+FK IT Does START to RAim 
But sou shi^lo thF suk whfio it cones ooT a^a im , _. 

OMe THlNlF ABOUT 8eiM^S|+OC.T = qoiKC, SUHMMIMF'S a OrftlfO- 
S^^VUmK HrAvg BoO£jt4t“ uP ALL THL RjO/\T£ Ik) Ti+g Pool % 

^ ,Tl * A P^RftT/VOKo Kgeos to SuahZ 
^HOOL KiOS AftF THFftF MAftlKF A DiM 
ArK& THR T^ACUFft ASKS Mg L)H*>S£ OASS I AlM (tsK- ... 

IM SAoft.T "AMD \ Doni'T CARF AmmMoRF 
I M K)0 UrSS TW-rW No U 

fe&LAOSF' |'m (MFA-ftFR TH^ FuooBlV 

V >< a -T 

— ( 5 ^ SeelTuru^ U)eUs> 

Rcqer de £oaefcroft de Cara^ KacDc ^alt 
nuitkqer\e/utvM pedujcee pooclie 
CrufkS Sup^ewe cFcuupicyv twice -ru^fVf up once 
twenty p7u-f sihcelds ouoJ HMrbe*^ cups 
kis jet ctutic cKecK-uf twice a u>eeK 

SVeeK coat <xt\b .sKlny wose — Cos Mu»w^ Vo\cw>s best' cwvd 

Kvxt wkde. ftc^er^locJS vWctH ca^n/ve. KeaHH, iwortfiA^iwon froru SHt^> 

LOeallF accuMula>es - ftoger'i woctF Um wetgKt tA^old-- 

B.uJ* ftcx^er c^et ftA8\0- fto<^er u>e*\t MAO C 

Sai bo vcTafce tUaJ rvia^ v V bCAt >v^aFe turns ruuttj u/Kon CKc V(ftC ; , 
c Come kfi*e, ftoqerl 1 tla/nMj Saci — 

T0C,££ SIT oPF MOMMA’S HC-r^D'- 





GUTTER PRESS 


Peer undresses,bishop confesses - 
torso wrapped in rug 
Girl guide throttled,baronet bottled - 
J.R.goes to jug. 

But yesterday’s story’s old and hoary - 
never mind who got hurt: 
no use grieving,let*s get weaving - 
What’s the latest dirt? 

Diplomat spotted,scout garotted 
thigh discovered in bog 
Wrecks off Barmouth,sex in Yarmouth - 
WOMAN IN LOVE WITH A DOG’ 

Eminent hostess shoots her guests; 

Harrogate lovebird builds two nests...... 

BUILDS TWO NESTS? 

Shall I get a picture of the lovebird singing? 
Shall I get a picture of her pretty little eggs 

Shall I get a picture of her babies? 

NO’ GO AND GET A PICTURE OP HER LEGS’ 

Beast slays beauty,priest plays cutie 
cupboard shows telltale stain 
mate drugs purser,dean hugs bursar 
mayor binds wife with a chain.’ 

Elderly monkey marries for money 
jilted junkie says *1 want my honey' 

WANT MY HONE?? 

Shall I get a picture of the pollen flying? 

Shall I get a picture of the golden dust? 

Shall I get a picture of the queen bee? 

NO! GO AND GET A PICTURE CF HER BUST! 

Judge gets frisky,nun drinks whisky - 
baby found burnt in a cot 
Show girl beaten,duke leaves Eton - 
NEWSPAPER MAN GETS SHOT’.'! 

MAY ALL THINGS CLEAN AND FRESH AND GREEN 
HAVE MERCY ON YOUR SOUL 
CONSIDER YOURSELF PAID 

BY THE HOLE THE BULLET MADE. 


Stephen Schuurman 










ALBANIAN Poem PA<j£!! 

Here's a page of Albanian poems. All these are genuine,taken from a book of Albania.' 
poetry available (honestly) from the ALBANIAN SHOP, The Basement,3 Betterton Street. 
London WC2 (come out of Govent Garden tube,turn right down Long Acre past the Kemble a 
Head where all is Sounds writers drink,then turn left at the junction of L.Acre and 
Drury Lane and Betterton Street is the second or third turning on the left.The Alt 
SHOP obviously tfte only ideologically sound bookshop in London,is a must lor a 
progressive visitors to the capital (cont.English service of Radio TiranaJ 


THE PETTY - BOURGEOIS 

Why be impatient? 

One cannot hurry history. 

The roast beef smells delicious 

and my nails need trimming. 

(Dritero Agnoli) 


MY RIFLE 

I hold you to my breast, 

I touch you, 

I stroke your proud and awful barrel, 

I grip you, 

I talk with you in nights of wind and rain, 

.1 watch with you in crystal mornings over broad horizons. 

I dream with you, 

I sing with you, 

I march with you, 

I watch with you, 

That the enemy may not come,secretly,like a wolf at the gate, 
That our eyes may be bright with Albanian light. 

(Faslli Canaj) 


STALIN CITY 


All through the long summer days 

your arm stretches out to them 

in the centre of the town 

and the towers of the oil wells 

are lit by the laughter of children. 

(Rezear Xhaxhiu) 




Every morning the children skip 
under the beauty of our sky, 
under your outstretched arm,Comrade Stalin, 
where you stand in the middle of a square. 
And every evening here 
they play in the shadow of derricks... 


The control room of the copper-smelting plant Laq 


A sub-station on the Light of the 
Party hydro-electric power station 






























OBSERVATION IN A CITY 


It's a wet windy night - who gives a shite? 
not the public in public bars 
or high speed freaks who drive for weeks 
in souped up motor cars • • • • 

as the rain comes down in buckets on the town 
someone eagerly awaits a trains 
it * s freezing cold and low and behold 
the bastard ! s late again. 

Standing alone observing the green cross code 
a young girl gets the nod - 

it's a tenner a time and you're next in line 

you dirty perverted old sodl 

In a lonely cell it's lonely hell 

as another gets the feel of a cosh 

it's a harsh regime that goes unseen 

but the blood comes off with a wash.... 

In some dark lane there's a murder again 
or a stabbing,mugging or rape - 
a chronic mess;have you an address 
in this vast urban landscape? 

Down by the docks,the sound of padlocks - 
a watchman checks a warehouse; 
a burglar armed busts ia burglar alarm 

so quiet you'd think he's a mouse. 

It's 3 am, there's mist on the Thames 
a rat crawls down from a wall; 

the city's alive - it goes thrive,thrive,thrives 
HOW LONG BEFORE IT WILL PALL? 


Ranting Richie 
****** 


This one should provoke some debate 


:;D hy THE WAY I AGREE WITH IT (Ed~ 


Humans are too difficult,they drive you round the bend - 
Let's sidestep all the issues,and help our furry friends. 

The tanks roll through the tower blocks,a truncheon swings through bone, 
You're running round in circles trying to find a cat a home. 

Heads are banging bloody in the mental homes and jails 
you haven't time to worry as you rush to save the whales. 

Boots batter black children,to shouts of National Front; 
you 4 re cycling to the countryside to stop the nasty hunt. 

Violence leaps from transit vans;the kids start to resist; 
you hear them call a cop a pig and call them speciesist. 

Refugees burn in jungles as the helicopters whir... f 

but they don't really suffer 'cos they're not covered in fur. 
all those starving millions - ugh - they look so bloody ugly; 
they might get some of your petfood if they felt a bit more cuddly..... 


There's PEOPLE dying every day in writhes of agony 

while the seals and dogs and chickens get your misplaced sympathy. 
So you don't like what I'm saying - an unjustified attack? 

FUCK OFF AND HELP THE ANIMALS - bHO NEVER ANSWER BACjv! 


'Bet Lynch' 













THE DAY THAT THE "U’s" WON THE EUROPEAN CUP (A tribute to Colchester United) 


This is a romantic tale I’m going to tell 
though it happened last year I remember it well 
Yes it really happened - I f m not making it up - 
It was the day that the "U’s" won the European Gup! 

Their manager Cyril Lea used tactical precision 
to take them from the fourth up to the first division 
bypassing Peterborough,Hartlepool and Crewe 
and beating Ipswich,Arsenal and Liverpool to©,.*.* 

And you may find this a bit hard to believe 

but they then went bn to win the Football League l 

In Europe they walked over every team that they played - 

Dinamo Tirana and Red Star Belgrade - 

They thrashed Juventus with a six nil win 

and reached the final by beating Hertha Berlin. 

Theit opponents in the final were Inter Milan, 

a bunch of garlic eating raviolis managed by a horrible little man 
who laughed at the results of our Essex heroes, 
saying it was all just luck 

and that his part - time team of Fiat workers would snatch the European Cup. 

But Cyril Lea ignored him,and managed to keep his cool 

and convince the lads from Layer Road that they had nothing to fear at all..... 
When the teams kicked off the atmosphere was tense 

but urged on by their fourteen fans the U’s blitzed the Milan defence 

and late in the second half the ball thundered into the net - 

but despite cries of triumph from Colchester fans it was far from over yet. 

Cos eleven irate Italians had surrounded the ref,claiming their goalie had been 


fouled, 


and under pressure from the suffocating smell of garlic the goal was disallowed. 
The boys in blue were flabbergasted,their fans about to riot - 
but amid these scenes of chaos one man remained calm and quiet... 

Cyril Lea demanded that before the rest of the game be played 
an appeal be sent to the European Court of Human Rights over in the Hague 
and when the appeal was rushed to Holland the judges weren’t to be fooled 
for they were all secret Colchester fans and the decision was overruled! 

The g?.-* was restarted with all eyes upon the ref 

and as he raised his whistle to his lips the whole world held its breath.... 

A piercing shrill and a mighty roar announced that time was up - 
The impossible had happened;the U’s had won the European Cup! 

The Queen sent her congratulations.and Jimmy Hill fainted when he heard the news 
that the greatest prize in Europe had been won by the mighty U’s. 

And when Tony Adcock collected the trophy and held it above his head 
I jumped four feet with a jubilant cry - and then fell out of bed!! 

Yes,foiks,that famous victory was just a silly dream 
and Colchester United are still a fourth division team. 

Eat despite the disappointment that I felt when T woke u© 

still live in hope for the day that I’ll see Ttfi THE EUROPEAN CUP!!’! 


Richard Edwards (Cool Notes) 



sbntes a cWrd '\Uew\U of covase u* lOQVLQ h£U<€ ^ ^ P./t .Cap 










VIDEO NAZIS 


In Rome the gladiators fought 
while people slobbered in the stands 
the bloodlust rose,the voyeurs wanked 
with transfixed gaze and frenzied hands 
then naked humans thrown to beasts 
were torn apart amidst the cheers 
their last entreaties drowned in blood 
and wine - soaked sick sadistic jeers 

And still it swells f the evil lust 
centuries old f and still unslaked 
the cesspit of the human mind 
the vampire free,unchained,unstaked 
and now sick men - it’s always men 
are harnessing the stinking vulture 
lurking in the human soul 
and flaunting it as video culture 

Film makers 9 impotent and scared 
with shrivelled pricks and sick desires 
hate women so they stab their breats 
or wrench their nipples off with pliers 
and hipsters at the NME 

say ’what’^ the fuss - it’s special effects’ 
It's real enough in those bastards 1 minds - 
I want to break their fucking necks l 

And what of those who watch the films 
of Nazis raping jewish mothers 
do they sit there,and wank,and spout 
wish they were there beside the others - 
then play with children of their own 
like SS butchers used to do? 

LOOK IN THE MIRROR,NASTY FAN - 
SEE ADOLF EICHMANN STARE AT YOU! 

ATTILA THE STOCKBROKER 
****** 




A quick .opinion on the American invasion of Granada (just one more landmark 
in a campaign which began with the overthrow of Allende and will end god knows 
where} Apart from Reagan’s pathetic pretext of having been ’invited in’ (where 
have we heard that before? Afghanistan? Czechoslovakia?)and the double standards 
of the tory slime rags who slated the Russians and now applaud Reagan for doing 
exactly the same thing f the hope is that Brits everywhere will finally get the 
message that our government’s views mean ABSOLUTELY NOTHING to Reagan* If he 
gets the chance he’ll be firing off cruise missiles from British bases with as 
much disregard for local opinion as he has shown in this disgusting action.I’M SO 
BORED WITH THE USA. 


Tht 0 *ly Cfo©<! Tfwrfjs To Come Out Op America 

I Dc*d 
2. MDC 

3 Th( atrli** r&nte becU home (or skip l cos l keUe. HwiAflh 

5 mmm H\UgR (mu Heol) 
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PISCO FASCISMO , NON-STOP. 

A CHANCE TO VECCfl-DftfJCE. 

F\ PROPER WAG-NER BLITZKRIEG- 

N LEATHERED elegance. 
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FUHRER If/ A PAPER HAT. 
A\THE WITTIEST OF BLOKES. 

(Y^/A CHARLIE CHAPLIN LOOK-ALIKE 
Jf\lWH0’S TELLi/VG TEWlSH TORES. 

\' killer town the keller- 

\ I JVJ5MASHING- SENSE OF HUMOUR. 
1 LOVELY L\TTLE PEL LOIN... 

F you IGNORE THE RUMOUR, 
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OF TEN KOMMANDANTS 1 TORTURY . 

IN BEER~X<“BDRTSCH debauchery -* 

WITH LOTSA SMOKE & SMACK Sk COKE. 
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THE BACK m<kk . 

ALBANIAN CARTOONS 




NOW FOR THE PIBCB- 0£ 
RESISTANCE -AM ALBANIAN 

RECIPE i (’COURTED Of TH6 AUlftWlAM 

j£OCiEY *0 

BAKttAVAS 

(TRADITIONAL AS. 8 AWi. 4 M 

sweets) 

CFOS2. REUiSlONtSfS , DtSS»0&<»tS, 
YUGOSLAV Ti Voire PLOTTERS etc 
Add 2 PACKETS DtfAioiviA Piw.S 

To THf COHPu^tfrO MIXTURE 1 ) 

Foie 20 Portions , th-t 

FOLLOWING ING^EOigNTS ArR£ 
R£^U<| 2 gT 5 - 


foR TtfC DOOCjH ■ 
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- No. Prices I 


A plane? 


by Bardhyl Fico 
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i 000 3 m Fu>u£ 
b c^m S4i»T 
B '£44 iouKi 
3 P> 0 >v\ w AT fc 


0 £ ThF 



Foa th£ S'/euP 


450 g « v * Bv ’ TT ^ j ^ 
‘Ico Im fWu^o 
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A Property-owning Democracy 


EquaT Obligations 
within the Family 


by Dhimitraq Ligori 
THE WORLD AS SEEN FROM TIRANA 


W4 mWS^rnmS^Mi 

1 mmhH mm 
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s 

m 
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1 IN THE STREETS OF TIRANA, Aleks Caci 

2 THE DEATH OF SKANDERBEG, Dritero 
Agnoli 

3 STALIN CITY, Rezear Xhaxhiu 

4 THE PETTY BOURGEOIS, Dritero Agnoli 

5 MY RIFLE, Faslli Canaj 

8 G SWEETLY—SCENTED VIOLET, Andon 

Cajupi 

2 TUNGJATETA!, Viktor Qurku 

8 BEHIND PRISON BARS, Qemal Stafa 

9 THE SONG OF THE EAGLES, NondaBulka 
10 HOMELAND, Andon Cajupi 

Compiled by Attila the Stockbroker from books 
available at the Albanian Shop, The Basement, 3 
Betterton Street, London WC2 


THE host IDEOLOGICALLY SoOND 
Radio Station in th£ Sola i? ^ 
STSTet-i — „ „»» —-—~ 7 


_ iTHE LEGENDARY ALBANIAN 
Sk- POETRY CHART (AS 
P FEATURED IN SOUNDS) 



If 


Time 

07.30 

12.00 

17.30 

19.30 - 

21.30 
23.00 ■ 


I 200 J . V \ CAitofl 
SOCjrt fi 

i? F 5 tj.i* WAT£R 
tjjVl 04M ILL A 
1 " LCMONi 

Sift Tv +6 fuc*vC ONTo AN iPoHiNA 
SoPlRO, MAi<£ A HUU? IN Tt *6 MlODLfc 
AnD fcACC iN TrtiS TMC SMUT + CCjc, 
louKS ADD vJ<VT6R f KN£AT> 

INTO A Stiff DC (7 c, H . CCCB 2 Tl+C 
DcO^H With A CuCTH V ULAU 6 Pu.C 
scvstAAu HiNvTES OiOiOG. INTO SHAM, 

Pl£c£S 4 ROU. Tf+CSC iNto Ti 4 iN 
LAMCRS THCSiZC of T|tf 8 AKinA 
^A-n in voHiCA Ti+£ fSAfCUAvAS ARE 
lo i $6 CocKfrD -f LAM Tl+EM oio A jP s 
SUGHTuM DAMP WAitC CLOTH > SOPi^. 
Th€ SUTTCR + CcO&Q T( 4 € pan 
WiTH it ( TA£N uAM ON THIS THE 
LAM€iSS Of DOOt^M ONi€ on> TOP 
©f Tl +6 Otl+e^ W(TH A LAM &tof 
&OTT&I? 8 £f Wtr 6 Ni ev\Cv 4 . Ci+LP UP 

HE AlmgndS 
A LAM TfrCH 
©U£R twe 
OCULH . MAO 
Tl+C RCMAHOiMt, 

ftutrae.cuT 
wro DIAMOND 
SHrAPCSM- CooK 
IW A MoOetAtL 
OUgN.Pf?ePA^£ 
Th€ SMfSuP 
Si 8 oIMkjG 
TH€ NAT£« 
WITH TA 6 
Sv^A£'WH€N 


RADIO TIRANA 

VOICE OF MARXISM-LENINISM ON THE 
INTERNATIONAL AIRWAVES 


Wavelength (metres) 

08.00 31,42 

12.30 25,31 

18.00 31,42 

20,00 31,42 

22.00 31,42 

23.30 31,42,215 


WELL. FOLKS, HOPE YOU 
30YED S T ....... Sonina off—Attili\! 


IT is Soiling . Sc^eezg in th€ 

3 ©ICC OF Tl4£ L 6 M 0 N, SOHfi of- 
ITS C^ftTgO PeeL-f TH€ VANILLA 
Pour tht 6 stpuP tw€ 
SAKLLAvas AS soon ai th-Cy ®VC 

6 IS 60 RgM oueo R 20 M TH€ i 
Se^uF COLD. 
































